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S8YNOPSIS.

Mark Truiltt decides to leave Nis native
town of Dethel to seek hin fortuns, His
awoetheart, Unity Martln, encourages him
in his project

CHAPTER |1—Continued.

He went again to the cupboard and
took down s battered tin candlestick.
He lighted ite candle and started
toward the Inward door. Half-way, he
stoppad  abruptly and turned, his
mouth working strangely.

“If yo ever git rich,’” he dragged the
words, out slowly, even palnfully,
*oome back here an’ bulld & steel
plant. There's & heap of fine coal an’
fron In theso hille, an’ the river an’
rallroad’ll give yo good transportution
This valley's meant fur 1t. I was jost
a little too early—an’ a little too Igno
rant, 1 reckon. But ye're smarter an’
better schooled than me, an’ the time's

comin’. I'd ke to ees a Truitt bulld
't-‘-
Never before had Simon Truitt

apoken of his dream and fallure 1o his
#son,

“Why, yes," Mark answerced, on a

sudden pitylng impulse, “I'll think
about it
“Yea, Keep thinkin' about it. It's-—

it's a big idea.”

Mark started, The phrase again!
Bimon went to the window and peered
out into the silvery night—ioward the
south. Then he moved heavily toward
the door. He turned agoin; the flick
ering lght from the eandle threw the
Hned, patient face Into sharp rellef,

“Good night, Mark."

“Good unight, father.”

The door closed. For many minufes

Mark, left alone, absently fingered the
pocketbook and thought of the man
who had given It to him. Then he
blew out the lamp and rose from the
table,
+ He, too, paused at the window and
looked out into the night, toward the
south. He tried to see the sleeplog
valley as his father had dreamed It
allght with the fires of many furnaces
palpitant with the rumble of many
engines, He thought he saw fit,

The pleture faded. He saw only a
vague shadowy mass In a moonlit
meadow, the diemantled forge, silent
‘witness that for those who march
upon the battlefield that is called in
dustry is no third cholee. They musi
eonquer—or be conquered!

" CHAPTER 111,
The Maaters,

He found himself, a lonely foreign
Migurg knowing not whither he would
®o, sfomehow In the clty's heartl.

Chance led him to the principal thor
oughfare. The city had begun to quil
its toll, and the released tollers wers
pouring into the street, an endless un
ardered horde, heedlegs of lilm us they
ware of one anpother. Never bufore had
ko seon #o many people,

He had a confused sense of being
sucked into & narrow, gloomy canyon
through which poured a flood of hu
manity, a treacherous, dangerous tor
rent, with many cross-currents, Count
loss faces, wan in the ufnatural twi
lght, strenmed by him; o strange:
type to him, fox-featured, restless of
ey

Fall darkness foll. He paused under
u flery slgn, The Seneca. ‘Through u
great plateglass window he saw 1
gaudy red-and-gold Interlor broken by
many columns that to the inexpert
“ye someéwhat resembled warble. Unl
formed pages scurried (o and fro, Well

ed men lounged o ensy chalrs or

tered leisurely about, Many Hghts
purned brilliuntly, e looked within
Jongingly, ;

While he debited whether or not te
enter this expensive-looking hestelry
& porter swooped upon him and
soatched from his hands the anclent
gurpetbag that held bls slender ward
wobe,

“This way, suh!”
He followed the porter to the deok,
palofully comsclous of the lgure e
put, uncouth, out of plage. A clerk
lofty mien placed an open register
re him.

"Write your name here."

Mark wrote it.

“And your town."

Mark hesitated-—and then, with a
#ogged lowering of hig head, fHrmly
wrole the nameo of that eity,

In the dining reom that night many
amiles wore cast at the raw country
youth. He did pot regard himself as
a supbject for mirth. As he altacked
the strange viande the walter set be.
gura him, a littls of his self-confidencs
soturned, The vivid sense of a cruel,
mverpowering entity faded. Home-
wickness for Bethel, the refuge, sub-
mided, ! —

He began 1o take In detalls of the
movel scene around him,

His eurs strained to cateh the re-

rks that floated to him from the
wolghboring tables, It was a strange
gongue be heard, lightly dismisaing
goples that would have busied the gos-
#ips of Bethel for & moon. There was
A young mah who wore diamonds and

ked in a loud and lmpressive
ﬂhloa.

. . . Elzabeth, 1 see, broke the
Poo:‘ ggain” (Ellzsabeth, 4 devel

¥

oped, was not u race horse, but one of
the Quinby Steel company's blast fur
nnces.) "Yes, sglr! More'n forty thous
sand tons. Henley says—I think so
myself—we're golng to have the big-
pest #teel year yeot, Nowo, 1 don't
Just exactly know him, but I know
people that do-—And Tom Henley's
golng to be the blggest steel man in
the business—gata his fifty thousand
u your nlready, . MacGregor and
Quinby? Oh, they're the richest. They
lat the others make the steel while
they make the money. See? Ha! ha!

Tom Henley's the brains of the
Quinby crowd. And he's the d—-d-
ost mpeculntor, Worth his half-
million, they suy, and ain’t over thirty-
five,

And this was the clty from another
angle, Tom Henley, evidently, had the
monster well in hand,

The name had a familinr ring. Mark
drew from his pockel a letter RRichard
Courtney had glven him that morning.
Upon It was Inscribed, “To Thomas
Henley, Haquire.”

“He may be willing to bhelp you
find work,” Courtney had sald, “if he
remembers me."”

Mark regarded the letter thought
fully, He wondered what was in It
After o moment's hositation he opened

it was unsealed-—and read it,

“My Dear Henley,” the letter ran,
“I1 am sending you one who is the
work of my hands., He Is a young
man of parts, ‘good f(riends,’ as we
say up here in Bethel, 'with work.
Also he ‘has a noze for money." They
are quulities for which you, perhaps,
ean help him find a market. . . 1
¢ay he is my handiwork; but he |s
an unfinished product. What, 1 won-
ler, will the new life that sueceeds
me as his mentor make of him? Per-
haps 1| should let him strike out for
himself and learn at once the ugly
crnelty of the struggle that now seems
to him g0 glorious. HBut we oldsters
Iave the habit of Relplng youth to the
sugar-plums of which we have learnad
the altar-taste, And this In-
troduction 18 the last thing 1 can do
for & young man who means much to
me‘ll
After many minutes’ study Mark
cnme to his deelsion, He would pre-
sent himself and the letter to Thomas |
Henley, He would do It that very
night., He rose from his dirner.

“Where,"” he inquired of the super.
clllous clerk, “does Thomns Henley
live? 1 must gce him tonight."

The directions brought Mark at
length Into the heart of a small com-
munity from which the elty still kept
at & hbumble distance. Not so the fog,
which was no respecter even of gilded
colonies, From a tall iron fence sloped
1 wide sweeping lawn dotted at exact
Intervals with trees and shrubbery
And In its center loomed a great
shadowy masg, punctured by many
windows shooting broad luminous bars
into the fog. It was the castle of the
Lamer,

He procecded with a boldness proper
to adventurers in Eldorado, past the
walting carriages that lined the grav-
slod driveway, to the wide veranda,
There he halted. From within came
‘he strains of music and a gay clamor
o volees. He ocould not know that
on this night the tamer gave a feast,
v formal dedication of the new castle
1o the entertalnment of his kind, But
he felt the hour to bo ill-auited to his
purpose,

You it was effected,

Carloslty to look within carried him
‘o a window. To bis wondering gaze
infolded a vista of Irish point and
lnmask satin, enrved mohogany and
marble figures, glit-framed plectures
and silken rogs.

And amid this lavish display of beaun-
Jes paraded o bevy of cresturos seem-
ing to his excited fancy to have
stepped out of “Arabinn Nights."

“Unity,” be sald, “will like that.”

While he stood there u troop of men,
mrbed in o monotony of black and
white, marched Into the room. At the
vume time volces came from another
wibg of the veranda,

And then he, son of the blacksmith
if Bethel, became a spectator at the
birth of & project that for a brief
but brilliant perlod was to move the
world to hosannns!

“Henley," sald the tirst voice, deep,
yol softly flowing as honey, “l have
come to the time of life when a man
of sense puls away the lusts of the
flesh—"

“1a your digestion out of order?” in-
terrupted the second, sharper, less
musical and with a sardonfe quality
that delightod the listener, "I noticed
you didn’t eat much tonight."

“Ah! It 18 more than stomach, It
Is soul!" the mellow yoleo flowed on
"My labors and Investments have been
blessed with good fortune, So 1 am
now able to turn my onergies to the
higher duties, to dolug large things for
humanity, And Iately my thoughts
have dwelt much on—philanthropy and
paleontology.”

The speaker, llke Brutus, paused for

a reply.
“Mmm! Two ‘p's,” It came. “Quite
alliterative. Go on."

“Henley, you are the first to whom 1
hava spoken of my purpose. It is
fixed. In what nobler work, what
more fertile philanthropy, can a man

T ment of the sclence of paleontology ?

Think, Henley—to add to humanity's

knowledge of the extinet life that
came before our own! 1L is & labor
to fire the Imagination. And that ls

my purposa, 1 shall build and endow
in this eity the most complate pale-
ontological Institute In the world, and
before [ lay aslde the project, a branch
Institution In each of the largest clties

of the natlon.” The velee trembled
with emotion,

Thery war a sound as of two hands
alinrply meeting. “"Good! 1 see! Let
the Beotehman look to his lanrels!
MacGregor may bulld hin Hbrarles, bat
Quinby ehall have his paleontologioal
institutes!”

Mark wondered at
the answer. “Al!
jest. But the project ls now to you,
And,"” elghingly, “the young think only
ol wealth and power.™

“My dear Mr. Quinby,"”
purred, “no man In his senses could
Jest ot  paleontalogy, — What
devil!"

The speakers had turned the corner
of the veranda and come upon the
eavesdropper. Thus for the first time
Mark Truitt looked upon the two men
in whose legions he was to conquer.

Who has not In fancy's gallery a
portralt of Jeremiah Quinby., taken
from the printe of the day when his
star swept so brilllant through the
aky? The lofty brow seems to shelter
a very ferment of noble projects. The
Erave eyes and mouth speak to us of
a great soul anguished by the sight of
suffering humanity's needs, which he
la bravely, self-effacingly seeking to
rellove,

Photography hag been less kind to
Thomas Henlay, No philanthropy has
clalmed him as its apostle. Aand then

the patience of

the other ‘

he was o less promlsing subject for
the art., His body was squat and |

arrogant, often stlll further marred by
n cold, eynical sneor, A lesser man,
thus pregented, would have been repul-
slve. Yet from Henley radiated a tre-
mendous vitality that made him mag-
netie or compelling ag he chose—the
dynaanie quality that could galvanize a |
mnn or a regiment to the mad effort
he demanded. After the first glance
Mark looked no more upon Quinby;
he understood why the philanthroplist
had so meekly swallowed the inso-
lence,

“This,” he thought, “is a man.”

Henley charged upon him, gripping
hig arm,

“What the devil” he repeated, “are
you doing here?"

‘Looking into the window.”

“What are you doing that for?”

“Because,” Mark ansawered simply,
“I never saw anything llke it before.”

“Probably,” the philanthropist-to-be
suggested nervously, backing away,
“he Is some sneak thief., Perhaps
you'd better hold him while 1 get
help.*

“h, don't be frightened,"” Henley
replied protactively, “I won't let him
bite you,”

The sardonic note was agailn upper-
most. Mark, looking down at Henley

he had the advantage of his captor
by half a head—grinned Involuntarily,
and was himself led into impudence.

“No, I won't bite you, Mr. Quinby."

Quinby took another step backward,
his nervousness becom!ng more manl-
fegt, “He knows my name! He may
be some crank who—"

“My dear sir!"” This time there was

a touch of Impatience In the words.
“Gentlemen of your importance must

heavy; his face was bony and ugly and |

“If That's All You Want, What Are |
You Good For?"

expect their names to become house
hold words, If you'll feel easler, siep
inside while 1 attend to this Peeping

Tom."

The philanthropist, still ingensible
it seemod-—10 the thinly wvelled inso- |
lence, accepted the suggestion

“Now then," Henley demanded sharp
ly, “what do you want hare? You
don't look llke a sneak thief."

“I brought a letter to you."

"“Who from?"

“pPr. Richard Courtney.”

“Who's ha?"

“He's our preacher in Bethel™

“Rethel? Elucidate Bethel™

Mark defined the village geograph
ically.

“Humph! Let me see the letter”

Mark gave the missive to him, and
Heanley, opening It, began the perusal,

“How many letters llke this do you
suppose 1 get every day?”

“A good many, | expect”

“Dozens!" Henley snapped. “Doz
ens! Enough, If | gave 'em all jobs,
to cover the Quinby mills three deep
with Incompetents in & year."

He completed the perusal of the let

of wealth engage than in the dumlopl

Ler

“Well,”” he sneered, “"you who peep

through windows, 1 suppose you want
a niea, fat job you're not fit to Al
They all want that."

Suddenly Mark felt anger, hot an-
ger, at this arrogant young man, not
o many years his senlor, who bafted
philanthropists with aa faint serupling
as he rough-handled the wmecker of
work. Henley saw him stiffon.

“No, I don't,” Mark cried hotly. *I]
only want a chance to work. A chance
to show what I'm good for.,”

“If that's all' you want—what
you good for?"

‘m a blacksmith, but 1 ean do any
thing.”

“Humph! We ean use fellows who
can do anything—to swing plek and
shovel, Do you know where we're

are

You are pleased to | bullding our new plant?"

“I enn find out.”

“Go to the labor bosa and tell him
to glve you a jobr with the construction
ghng. I you're good for anything, you
can work up the way l—no, not the

the | way I dld, but the way you'll hava to
| If you want to get along where I'm

running things."
“All right,” Mark sald shortly and
turned on his heel,

CHAPTER 1IV.
The Service of the Strong.

To the natlon had come a rare pas
gion for bullding. It was tearing down
its old barns, to build anew, bigger
aud stronger. There were cities to be
ralsed In the deserts; and they must
be made stanch and lasting. The plo-
neer and his harvest must be carried,
not by crawling conestoga and mula
train, but by the power of steam. Men
would go down to the sea no longer in
ships of wood, but in floating palaces
that mocked the storm. Those who
made war were to be gheltered behind
Iimpenetrable ramparts and, again,
equipped with engines and missiles be-
fore which stoutest defenses crumbled
Tollers on land and sea must find in
their hands new weapons, hard and
keen and sure, to bring nature, her
forces and treasures, into bondage and
service,

Therefore, steal!

And, therefore,
workers,

A atrong west wind had sprung up
during the night and the sun shone
c¢lear on the line of that day’s recrults,
One by one they passed before a keen-
eved youth—only the young officerad
this army—who, after one glance, ac-
cepted or rejected. The enlisted
were turned over to the timekeeper,
who gave them numbered cards and
assigned them to varlous walting
aquads,

A big Swede, a wiry little French-
Canadlan and a slow-moviag Pola were
passed,

He nodded curtly to the next appli-
cant, “All right! Get your card.”

And thie recruit was he who had
accepted Thomas Henley's challenge.
The latter had siready forgotten the
incident, but Mark was still hot with
the determination to prove his mattle
to the tamer.

He gave his name to the time-clerk
and received his eard, also the com-
mand, “Go with Houlahan's gang.”

Thus, he reflected, he had taken the
first step in his campaign of conquest
—he was a private in Houlahan's
squad,

“Git a move on!" thundered a volce
in his ear, “D'ye think yez arre a
prathy shtuck in th' grround? Marreh!"
It was the voice of Houlahan. Mark
marched,

Corporal Houlahan had no romantic
conception of his duties, and his tyr-
anny was of a sort to give his under-
lings the realistic point of view,

“Here, ye Oly—"

“Ay bane Johann."

“Yeo're Moike, 'f O] say ut,” bellowed
Houlahan. He enlarged upon Johann's
dishonorable pedigree. “Dig In!"

The Swedo, the best worker In the
gang, began to shovel in a nervous
haste that added nothing to his effi-
clenocy. Mark saw the red creep into
the fair skin.

“Shtir it up, ye Frinch loafer!" the
corporal addressed the next in line
“We're runnoln’' no barber shop here.
r two cints Oi'd bate some worruk
into yez."

It was a tired and sadly fretted gung
the noon whistle relieved Mark
stretched himself out on the ground,
closing lhis eyes on the dinner pallas
hiz comrades produced; in his eager-
ness o be enlisted he had not thought
of his midday meal, and he was very
hungry,

He felt a hand on his shounlder and
opened his eyes, The Frenchman and
the Swede sut beslde him

“M'sleu «es ‘ongree, eh? The
Frenchman carefully ‘broke a loaf of
brown bread—all his meal-<In the
middle and proffered Mark one-half,

“Un' t'irety?" ‘The Swedd held out
n bottle filled with cold coffee

Mark looked covetously at the gifts,
but he shook his head.

“M'sieu ‘ate dat dam’ "Qula’an?” the
Frenchman inguired.

“1 do,"” Mark responded with fervor.

“Dat mak’ fr'en’s out of us, eh? Eat,
m'slen.”

Hunger overcame scruples. Mark ate
the bread and drank the coffee,

“Much obliged, | was hungry, You're
all right- He paused inquiringly.

“Marcel Masquelier,” the French-
man completed the sentence,

“Johnnn Johanusen,” rolled from the

the army of steel

| reglon of the Swede's stomauch,

Mark identified himself,

“Dat ver' good pame.~—Brrr!™ The
exclamation was for the copporal, who,
with the labor boss, approathed. The
latler glanced over the excavation.

“How many loads have you tuken
out?"

“Thirty-nine, sor."

“Only thirty-nine?" the boasa rejoined
sharply. "It ought to be fAfty."”

“The dom'd loafers won't worruk,”
Houlahan defended himself angrily

The boas “cast hls swift appraising
glance over the resting groups

“It's & good gang,” ho sald shortly.
“And It's your business to make 'em
work.” He passed on.

"“We'll get It now,"” Mark muttered.

“That Irlsh bully’'ll never know how
to get work out of men. I'd like to
tell the boss 80."

Joliann's face beman to work. “Ay

skoll kill Mister Houlahan,” came his
glow growl, “mebbe

“Mebbe so not”™
his shoulders, "One mus' leeve, An
one nrus’ work., KEh?

“Steady, Johann!™ counseled Mark,
“PDon’t let him rattle you™

“You ‘ear, Jo'ann?" Marcel added
earnestly, "I ‘ave respec’ for w'at my
fr'en, M'slent Mark Truitt, say.”

They “got It,” iIndeed, that after
noon. The Irishman, under the sting

#0.”
Marcel shrugged

endlessly in the effort to gel more
| work out of his men, The gang, irri-
table and sullen, worked erratically,
with feverigh spurts that brought in-
avitable resction; the men became de-
moralized, Interfered with one another.

Mark, some whim of the boss mak-
ing him a special target for the fusil-

“Would You Mind Saying That Again?"

lade of profanity, wane hard put to
keep his temper in leash; he was hard.
er put to restrain the mutinous Swede,
who itched with a desire for assassi-
nation. Toward the end of the day
even the phllosophle Marcel grew 1l
natured and enarling, Somehow Mark
felt their hospitallty of the noon hour
had put upon him a responsibility for
them, though they were his senlors
by at least ten years,

“Ona must llve, you know,” he re
minded Marcel. “And one must work."

“One mus' not be treat’ like a dog,
m'sien.' Marcel ripped out a long
French oath. “Jo'ann, you 'ave my
consen’ to keel dat "Oula’an.”

Suddenly the Swede dropped his
shovel. “Ay bane by endt. Ja!"

Johann was too slow in his mental
processes Lo be ¢hamed into patlence.

“Pick up that shovel and get to
work,” Mark commanded sharply.

The Swede blinked stupidly for a
moment, then slowly obeyed,

“You our boss, hein?" Marcel
sneered.
“No, Marcel, sines noon-—your

friend,” Mark responded.

Marcel, too, stared and then, with a
gesture of contrition, bent himesell dog-
gedly to his task,

Mark thought he heard a chuckle.
He looked up to meet the ayes of the
tamer., As to the chuckle, he may
have been mistaken; in the keen im.
personal glance was no sign of recog-
nition, Henley, with the labor boss,
departed on his tour of Inspection.
Mark gave himself anew to his work,
with a sudden inner expansion. Not
Henley, but the submissiveness of his
muleontent “friends,” was the cause
of that expansion

Mark learned that there nre a right
method and a wrong of doing even
the simple task of plying a shovel;
that there s a fashion of handling
even so common an animal as the day
laborer which brings out his highest
efficiency. He found, moreover, that
he had the gift—granted as often lo
the false and the foollsh as to the true
and the wise—of popularity, Men
liked him: they laughed at his jokes;
on a day's peguaintance they confided
to him their troubles—equalid trage-
dies they were, alns! only too often
Marcel always called him “m'siev,” a
digtinetion he accorded not even to
filalr. the lubor boss,

One chlll, foggy evening, as the
whistle blew, he looked ahout him and
realized that the excavation for the
new mill was completed,

“Why, we're through!” he muttered

Johann stared stupldly.

“Mebhby dat Meestalr Bialr ‘e geev
us anudder job, you t'ink so, eh?" ven-
tured Marcel hopelfully

“No. We're Lhe rottenest gang on
the work., It's Houlahan's fault. And
! haven't had my chance, D——n
him:"™

“D——mn'!" The Impending calamity
wns becoming clear to Johann.

“M'sleu 'as los’ 'ees chance. Dat
ver' bad. Jo'ann an' me, we ‘ave los’
a job,"” Marcel sighed,

But the fenr was not justified. At
the toolshed they wera ordered to
report next morning a halt hour ear-
ller than usual. And:

*PTruitt,” sald the time clerk, “the
boas wants to ses you."

Mark made his way to the
shanty that was Blair's office,

“Praitt,” the latter demnnded,

rude

“what's the matter with Houlanhan's
gang?”

“Too much bullylng ™ Mark an-
swered directly,

“l thought so. Report tomorrow

morning."”
“Yes, slr, Of course.”
“I'm going o put your gang on the

of his boss' reproof, raged and cursed |

rnew coke oven beds. It's a rush job.
1 give you three weeks for IL*

"Oive me?”

“Yes, I'm putting you in charge of
the gang.”

For an [nstant Mark stared foollsba
ly. Then he grinned. “Would you
mind saying that again?"

Blalr ecomplied. “Look here,” he
ndded boyishly, “I'm taking a chance
on you, becauss you look and talk
Ingelligent, Are youi"

Mark admitted 1t

“Then prove . 1 want to make &
record on this job and so you've gob
to. Houlahan,” Blair added, "didn't—
and he loses his job. Seel"

Mark saw,

in the morning Houlahan reported.
happily unaware of a new order of
things. \

“Houlahan,” Blair announced casu-
ally, "Truitt will take your gang L0~
day." |

Houlahan glared malevolently ay
Mark.

‘And wherell O go?

“You can take Truitt's old place—or
quit,” sald Blair curtly,

“My God!"

There was no resistance, Ae |if
dazed, the Irishman shouldered his
plck and shovel and with the gang fol-
lowed Mark to the new job. !

You have seen a sensitive horse be-
come doclle and eager when a master
takes the reins. So it was with Houla~
han's, now Truitt's, gang. They were,
6lnce they had survived the weeks off
bullying, no mean type; and they re-
sponded gratefully to the changed
leadership. Where they had been sul-
len and resentful, they now became
willing and promptly obedient, As the
day advanced, tha pace, In&tead off
slackening as under Houlahan's com-
mand, grew faster; the last hour's
record was the best of all. j

Often Mark went home to his lodg=
Ing by way of the mills. Then he be-
gan to spend his evenings studying
them, sometimes In company with
Blair, who when the day’'s work was
done sunk his rank in a frank lHking
for hig new lleutenant. ]

At first Mark saw only a vast spec«
tacular chaoca; a Brobdingnagian fery
ment of unordered and unrelated ens
ginery and consuming fires, No guid-
ing band appeared, no purpose was
felt, Some awful mischance that must
bring the whole fabric crashing to
ecarth seemed always to impend, It
wns unbelievable that this creation
had been brought forth from the mind
and by the hand of man,

Gradually to his accustomed ecve
the chaos resolved itselfl into a syatem
—rather, a marvelous system of sye-
tems that worked with 4 single pur«
pose, each unit fitting precisely into
the ordered whole, |

“God!” he exclaimed one night, over<
come by the splendor of it all. He and
Blalr were standing on the bridge
over the blooming mill, watching the
hall-naked troop that with hook and
tongs worked a two-ton Ingot over the
rolls,

“What I8 It?7 What's bappened?
Blair looked around for an accident to
explain the ejaculation.

“Nothing, ! was just thinking how

how, big it 1s.” Muark laughed at tha
feebleness of his words., “What would
you give to be down there?"

There Is such a thing as luck. 4
man—himself an artist who had not
yet become exploiter—who had jusy
come unnoticed on the bridge, heard,
and with a half smile, saw the eagen
face,

Blanlr shrugged his shoulders.
it's blg. But it's hard work.
pay, though."

“1 suppose 80,”" Mark answered careq

“Yes,
Good

lessly, *1 wasn't thinking of that.™

The man spoke, “Good evumng.l
Blajr.”

“Oh! Good evening, Mr. Henley.,™
Blalr struck a respectful attitude, *“Al
bad night, sir.”

Henley looked at Mark. *[ don't

Just place you,
vou before?”

Mark flushed at the recollection.

“I took a letter 1 had for you and
vou caught me—"

“So you're Peeping Tom, eh?
vou get a job?”

“Y a, sir. With a pick-and-shovel
gang. 1l'm boss now.”

Henley seemed
pressaed.

“He's the man

Where have | seen

Did

not " unduly i{m-

that dug the new
oven heds,'” Hlalr interposed gener-
ously. “He did It in two weeks and
throe doays."” .

“Two weeks and two days”
corrected eagerly

“So0 long?" Henley continued
ferent,

“l1 had a spolled gang. It took =™
wenrk for me to shape 'emn up

“Humph! That's what wa pay
bosses for. We gave you credit for
that job, Blair"

“1 took him out of the gang and put
him on the job. But he did the work.

Mark

Indif«

He knows how to get work out of
men."
And that was high pralse—the verwy

highest, Henley thought
again to Mark,

“Are you satisfled with your job?"

“No,” eried Mark., “I don't want to
be Just a Hunky-driver. 1 want to
learn how to make steel.

“It's easler to learn how to
steel than to be & Hunky-driver,” Hen-
ley eald dryly. “However, I think we
can find you another job."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

He turned

makes

Roundsman Emulates Naturaljst

There Is a policeman in the Middle-
sex Falls who carries a book, a palr of
opern glasses and a bundie of note pas-
per with him on his rounds

“I've been heré & numboer of yvears,™
he snid to a visitor, “and | got
ashamed when everybody asked me
about birde and flowers and | could
|mot tell them about anything One
day | saw Mr., Packard, the naturalist,
at work, and l've been linltating Lin
since then.”"—Boston Travoier




